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like men were the princes of Rohan,1 Carlists, who prosecuted Madame de Feucheres last year. The elder one was a seclate'and pleasingly-mannered man, with a countenance like Henri IV. Our voyage was singularly prosperous—a calm sea and a warm atmosphere. We got to Messina in twenty-four hours, and landing at one in the morning, encountered the misery of custom-house officers for the first time, and a strange language (it was our first foreign ground), and unluckily as we landed it began to rain copiously. We were two days at Messina, and starting thence on Saturday evening (last) arrived at Palermo early Sunday morning. There the steamer stayed two days ; on Wednesday morning we left Palermo and arrived here with a swift passage in twenty hours on Thursday. Thus I give our itinerary before speaking of Sicily.
Little as I have seen of Sicily, it has filled me with inexpressible delight and (in spite of dirt and other inconveniences) I am drawn to it as by a loadstone. The chief sight has been Egesta (Segesta), its ruins with its temple. O wonderful sight! full of the most strange pleasure—strange from the position of the town, its awful desolateness, the beauty of the scenery, rich even in winter, its historical recollections by contrast with the misery of the population, the depth of squalidness and brutality by which it is surrounded. It has been a day in my life to have seen Egesta. .From, the moment I saw Sicily I kept saying to myself, ' This is that Sicily'; but I must stop if I am to find room in this letter for Messina and Palermo, though really my mind goes back to the recollections of last Monday and Tuesday, as one smells again and again at a sweet flower.
1 The following passage is from a letter of Miss Frcrc's, pp. 241-242 in Sir Bartle Frere's Memoir of the Right Hon. John Hookhain Frore. It is written from Malta, Feb. 11, 1833 :—
' These twD Frenchmen (great people, they had boon in the steamer with us, Eohans, I think), of finished manners, like the very best stylo of English breeding, made a pleasant contrast with our three English strangers, Archdeacon Froude, his son, and another clergyman, their friend, who have a becoming simplicity and placidity of deportment, very agreeable also. We were sorry at their going, just as we found out that we liked them. The son, on whose account they are travelling, is quite well; but the friend, Mr. Newman of Oriel, was confined with some ailment of his chest. My brother had some good talk with him. one morning, and would have liked to introduce his Aristophanes to him, had there been fair opportunity. The brother of this Mr. Nowmau is a young man of great promise who has left the fairest prospect o£ Advancement in. England to go a missionary to Persia,'tlhw* Th« w^ll «>f l»I!t?f i» athow i§ next to setting youwclf { wid ollitf to it."                illness, and I wtknt on. to Hickards, and fetched back my sistc
